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The Crimson Idol 


Author's Notes: 

Written from Tom Keifer's POV, and you can read this independently or as the prequel to "My Tortured Eyes’, 
it's totally up to you! But take note, this fills in ALL the plot holes in "My Tortured Eyes". 

Because | got such awesome reviews on "MTE" from the minute | put it up, | decided to put up the first 
chapter of this fanfic. Just so you know, the first three chapters of this fanfic is fully written, and l'm 
working on chapter four at the moment. My reviewers are my motivators, so feedback is appreciated greatly, 


and I'll add another chapter as | progress! Thank you! 


Hi everybody. My Name is Tom Keifer, and I'm the lead singer in the band Cinderella. | feel like we're finally 
getting close to hitting it big. 


We're opening for a band named WASP., and honestly | don't know too much about them, but they sound and 
look pretty good. | say they look pretty good because they're definitely one hell of a metal band, and the lead 
Blackie Lawless, seems to be a really enigmatic character. He doesn't talk at all unless it's necessary, and he 


doesn't seem too friendly. 


We're a few shows into the tour, and all he's done so far is glare at me after we shook hands for the first 
time. | can definitely say this whole stuck up act of his was getting tired pretty quickly, but nobody seemed to 
care. | tried having a chat with Eric about how he felt about the band WASP., but he brushed it off as 
nothing unusual. | figured it's something that just happens when you're a pretty popular band. | think they were 
more popular because- in all honesty, Blackie Lawless was kind of an asshole. No he was definitely an asshole, 
just not towards his fans, which made sense. | personally would've hated being in the band with him, which 
made me wonder how his own bandmates felt about him. Blackie didn't seem to have any emotions whatsoever 


unless he was onstage with a piece of raw meat hanging out of his mouth. 


| often ignore Blackie every time the bands meet up before the show because | can feel him staring at me. 

Not entirely sure why he does that because it's not like I'm a threat to him, but his stare is pretty vicious. 
Its enough that his greyish blue eyes create a stark contrast against his dark hair, but his stare seems to 
pierce through me. | tried to imagine being a fan staring directly at him- of course before getting meat and 


blood flung directly into my face. It made me shudder slightly backstage. 


Another show was over, and | was busy drying my hair off backstage when | felt a hand grab my shoulder 
and spin me around. It was the ever-so-enigmatic Blackie Lawless. | swallowed thickly and inhaled before | said 
"sup?" Blackie tilted his head slightly to the side and raised an eyebrow. Then he straightened his head up and 
rolled his shoulders back, attempting to relax- for once, it seemed. He slowly opened his mouth and paused to 
lick his lips and then he scowled at me. Great, | thought to myself. 


"So... do you often play like this?" Blackie asked. | gave him a confused look because, ‘now what the hell was he 
talking about? 


"Play like what? That's how | always do it.." | shifted my gaze away from Blackie, pretending to be occupied by 
something else. We were both tall men, but his few extra inches seemed to tower far above my b'l" height, 
when he was only 6'4". Blackie seems to take everything to his own advantage, if it was fear, loathing, sexually 
active, abhorrent, or even being the tallest freak- man in the entire show. Blackie sighed and put his hand on 
my shoulder again. 


"You can do better next time. Can you do better?" Blackie was serious, but honestly I'm never sure when he is 
or isn't. He didn't have any emotion in his voice, he didn't have sarcasm, he didn't have humor, every that he 
sang, spoke, or wrote stung and burned like a hot steel brand on fresh skin. | didn't know how to feel at that 
moment, except | figured from that point on, Blackie Lawless thought our band wasn't worthy- particularly me. 


| wasn't worthy, and leave it to Blackie Lawless to get straight to the point. 


Take The Addiction 


Author's Notes: 

Chapter two is up! While | was writing this fic, each chapter is named after a song, which deeply inspired each 
chapter. Going back to read it over again, | actually turned on each song as background music and felt like | 
was writing it all over again! So if you have it available, give it a try! Don't forget to RER, because ya know, 
reviewers are my motivators! 

Last but not least, even though its already in my disclaimer: The lyrics presented in this chapter ARE NOT 
MINE! Its a piece of "Take The Addiction’ by WASP! 


Ok, now go on and enjoy! 


A few more shows later, and | realized that Blackie has been hunting me down after every single show, ready 


to take another jab at my performance 

"That couldve been a lot better’ 

"Wow, really fucking spectacular: 

"| think if you tripped and fell on your guitar strings you would've pulled off a better solo” 


| finally reached my limit one evening and threw my cowboy hat at him and started screaming, "what the hell 


Lawless, don't you have anything better to say? Don't you have ANYTHING nice to say to me?" 


| watched him smirk as he ignored my screaming and simply passed by me to move onto something else. | 
wasn't about to take any more of his shit, so | grabbed his shoulder and pulled him towards me. 


"LAWLESS! Don't you fucking- AH?!" 


He reached back at me and pulled me up by the collar a few inches, enough to take my feet off the ground- 
he was definitely much stronger thon | thought he was, and now | realized that maybe yelling at him wasn't a 
good idea. He scowled at me and gave me a look that sent more shivers down my spine. He narrowed his eyes 


at me and blinked a few times before | heard him speak in the lowest voice he could use. 
"Don't you ever fucking raise your scrawny little voice at me, EVER. You got that?" 


My eyes were wide, obviously | was scared shitless, he was probably planning to throw me across the hall, but 
he... simply let me down to my feet before | had a chance to reply. | slowly nodded and watched him turn away 
from me realizing that he wasn't giving me a choice in whether or not | was going to raise my voice at him 
EVER again He brushed his hands through his hair and moved to the dressing room to finish getting dressed 


before his performance in five minutes. | swallowed thickly and briskly walked toward the bathrooms, passed 


somebody adjusting their face in the mirror, and | stormed inside one of the stalls and locked the door. | leaned 


against the door and breathed heavily a few times before slinking down onto the floor and sobbing into my 


hands. 


A few seconds later | heard a knock at my stall and somebody say my name. “Tom, you in there?" | took a 


deep breath before answering him. It was Eric. 


"Yeah, I'm good" | slowly stood up and groaned before opening the stall door. Eric gave me a pitiful look before 
he reached out to put his hand on my shoulder and | started crying again 


"Tom, Tom, what's going on? Is everything OK?" He asked. | hugged him and buried my face into his shoulder 
and shook my head ‘no’ 


"No... Eric... l'm.. | don't know if | can do this anymore." | took a few deep breaths and stood upright. Eric gasped 
and shook me by my shoulders. 


"Come on Tom! What's wrong? You can't be saying this!" 
| shook my head again "Eric, you don't understand.. I'm so scared right now, | can't do this!" 
Eric raised an eyebrow and stared me in the eyes. "Tom. Explain to me. What's going on?" 


| bit my lip and looked around the bathroom, even though | already knew nobody was there. "Eric..." | whispered. 
"Eric... Blackie... He..." 


The bathroom door opened and in came the devil himself, Blackie stormed inside and | groaned and ran out of 
the room while he slammed the bathroom stall mumbling about "gotta take a fuckin piss now and they can 
wait". Eric wasn't so quick to follow behind me, so | just left and went to the Cinderella dressing room and 


stared into the mirror for a while, so | could at least calm myself down so | could think rationally. 


| must have fallen asleep for an hour or so, because | could hear the crowd roaring outside with WASP.'s 


performance. 


‘Show me the nerves twitching on your face 
Killing the flesh on the bone 
Youre just one final scream away 


You love it fo death ya know..." 


| sighed heavily and sat back in my chair, pouting at the mirror, asking myself why.. why is Blackie after me? 
What does Blackie want from me? Why is Blackie attacking me like this? What did | do to deserve this? | got up 


and paced the room a few times before Eric came in and looked at me. 


"Hey Tom. Good to see you awake. | thought | should keep an eye on you here, everybody else is out with the 


crowd." 
| stopped pacing and sighed. "Cheering on WASP.2" Eric chuckled. 


"Yeah, they're putting on a pretty sick show! Actually you should check it out, we're partying up front by the 
gate!" 


| shook my head and sighed again. "No, | don't think | should. | should rest" 


Eric whined and came over and grabbed my shoulder. | slumped and looked away from him. "I guess you want 


me to tell you what's going on?" 


"Tom... it would be nice to let it out if it's something that's bothering you." Eric whispered. | gently smiled at 
his attempt to get me to open up about my situation 


"Well. Its about Blackie. | don't know if you've noticed, but.. he hasn't been saying very rice things to me." 


"What?! Well.. Tom, you gotta remember, it's Blackie. He doesn't have tact when he says some things 


sometimes, you know? He doesn't mean to offend." 


| shook my head. "I know Eric, but | don't know how you can have much tact in outright telling somebody they 
suck at music without being dishonest, and Blackie doesn't like to lie." 


Eric shrugged and crossed his arms. "Maybe he means the exact opposite, because... it's Blackie. He's not really 
an open book. | don't know. But | know he doesn't mean to tear you down like you think he is. Come on, let's go 


watch, I'll prove it that Blackie actually LIKES youl" 


| rolled my eyes. "Eric, | can't believe you're trying to convince me to go out there and admire a man that 


obviously hates me." 


Eric grabbed my wrist and started pulling me towards the door. "Come on, come on, I'll show you! You'll love 


itl" | groaned and decided not to argue since Eric was obviously not taking ‘no’ for an answer. 


Wicked love 


Author's Notes: 
A short chapter this time around, but | think you'll like it as much as | did writing it. I still enjoy reading it and 
listening to the song at the same time, because i get so immersed into what's going on, which is precisely what 


i do when | write it. Enjoy, and don't forget to RER! :) 


| followed Eric from behind the stage into the main area next to the curtain, and nobody paid attention to us 
while we slipped next to the rest of the band and watched the show. | had to admit from the first few 
seconds, it was pretty amazing. Blackie owned the stage and took everyone's breath away with the display of 
grace and dominance at the mic and his instrument. | can definitely see that Blackie had passion at every note 
he sung, his wild hair moved by the screams of the crowd and his long legs swept across the stage like a 
spider creeping upon its prey. He was headed directly towards me in the middle of a song. Blackie looked down 


at me from the stage as he crouched down and sang to me. 


"Come taste intoxication, in this wicked time 
Let me see you naked 

HI suck your kiss and make it my 
Submissive domination 

Miss submissive mine 

No more hesitation 


Who's coming for you is the wicked one" 


He pulled away from me as the crowd screamed and sung along, fangirls practically threw themselves at him, 
though he barely paid any attention to them. | half wondered about his sexual preference because it was 
definitely unusual that a rock star like him didn't so much to tease the girls besides his lyrical prowess. But he 
was definitely lyrically talented enough to drive the girls in the crowd completely rabid, Blackie probably knew 
he didn't need to do much more or it would end up in complete chaos and somebody would probably get hurt. 
Blackie already had half the world blaming him for moral corruption, sadism, prostitution, and the death of the 
unborn- people either loved him or hate him. The last thing he needed was to create an unsafe concert 


experience- raw meat being the only exception 


Blackie reveled in the fame and horror, the shock the media provided him just further fueled his fire to write 
more about the subjects hidden from society and forbidden to speak of. 


| was completely drawn to him by the end of the show, and | had a feeling he was doing an encore. Sure 

enough | read him right- for once, and he came out and started singing an interesting version of one of his 
most popular songs. By the middle of the song, | found myself leaning against the stage looking up at him in 
admiration, and he leaned down dangerously close to me, his hair brushing against my face before he left to 


move to the other side of the stage. 


"Im on the prowl and I watch you closely 


| le waiting for you." 


| sighed and looked at him and realized what he's been talking about the whole time. But now that | get to see 
him up close and in action while he performs, | feel like Blackie's door is already sitting ajar. | just have to take 


the time to read him... 


"Lm the wolf with the sheepskins clothing 
| ick my chops and youre tastin’ good." 


| bit my lips and smiled at him for the second time in the last few weeks. For once Blackie and | were 
somewhat interacting without him insulting my performance- even though right now he was king of the stage, 


master of the human race, reaper of souls, sex machine, dominator... 
Blackie came back to me again and cupped my chin with the palm of his hand, singing to me. 


"| do whatever | want to do ya 

Hl nail your ass fo the sheets 

A pelvic thrust and the sweat starts to sting ya 
/ fuck lke a beast." 


At that point, | think | was finally convinced | was officially Blackie's target for a little more than verbal abuse 
and berating my performance. My performance probably wasn't even as bad as he says it was. Blackie is 
probably just bluffing and hiding something that's not even remotely similar to what he says.. Maybe Eric was 
right. Maybe Blackie is attracted to me. 


A small fire was burning hotter in me, and maybe... / liked Blackie more than | thought | did. 


Tormentor 


Author's Notes: 
| had so much fun writing this. Since the last chapter was short, | decided to post up the last chapter | just 
wrote tonight as welll This is a long chapter too, so | hope you enjoy as much as | did writing it! | can't wait to 


get on the next chapter! Don't forget to RẸR, loves! <3 


We packed up and traveled to another venue, this time it was larger, but still indoors. We did another 
performance opening up for WASP., and thankfully, this time Blackie didn't say anything to me. | assumed he's 
trying "If you don't have anything good to say, don't say anything at all" which made me a little sad inside 
because | wanted to talk to him, but content. | could only think of him during our trip, and he was on my mind 
during sound check and our performance before WASP. went on | decided to stay in the small VIP area at the 
front of the stage to watch them play. 


WASP. played through a few songs and then it was time for a small intermission | went backstage with a 


smile on my face, hyped from watching their concert and ran up behind the band. 
"Well, | definitely loved watching you guys up there!" | said. 


The only person in the band to really acknowledge my words were Chris Holmes, who kept himself back from 


the rest of the band to shake my hand again 


"Hal Fuck yeah! Thanks man, | know your ass loved it" Chris said with a cheesy grin on his face. The rest of 
the band kept walking ahead, and a slight feeling of disappointment ran through me, because what | really 
wanted was Blackie's attention. One of the backstage crew members ran to him before | was able to and pulled 
him aside to receive a phone call. | stood back on the other side of the hall, a few feet away from him while 
he spoke. | tried to be nice not to eavesdrop on his conversation, but | couldn't help but hear his random 


exclamations. 
"What? What do you mean, where the hell are you?" Blackie yelled at the phone. 


"No, you HAVE to be here, | don't have anybody else here for this! No, even if | have to-" Blackie groaned and 
slammed the palm of his hand against the wall. "I'll postpone this song until the end then, just get here!" 


| could feel the anger radiating from Blackie, and even Chris didn't bother to interrupt him, even though | 
expected him to because he was so angry. All of the members of WASP. kind of spread out and started doing 
their own thing while Blackie yelled and screamed at the phone. 


"What the hell! Fine, | just won't do it! Thanks a whole fucking lot, bitch! You've got some great fucking timing 
to be bringing this shit up to me now. Good riddance!" Blackie slammed the phone down and slammed his fist 


into the wall in front of him, and screamed. | felt a chill run through me and my feet were planted to the 


ground, while honestly, all | wanted to do was comfort him in his fit of rage. 


"| can't believe she's not coming to my shows anymore..." Blackie groaned as he leaned his head against the wall 
| wasn't sure what was going on with him, but | didn't feel right asking him about his situation, and whether or 


not he'd having a more personal problem that | should avoid asking about. 


Chris Holmes spoke up first from around the corner in the next room. "Blackieeeeee.. What do you mean ‘she's 


not coming'?" 


Blackie took a deep breath and pushed himself off the wall and went into the same room with Chris, to talk to 
him, Before he closed the door, the last thing he said that was audible to me was "We gotta cut Tormentor" 


| gasped and quickly covered my mouth, honestly | could say | was horrified. | know his fans absolutely love 
that song, of course besides "LOVE. Machine". That was even slightly upsetting to me, and | could imagine 
ruining Blackie's set plans. Boy, | wouldn't want to be that person, that's for sure! 


| could hear Chris ranting and raving in the other room with Blackie, until | saw the door open again and Blackie 


stormed out. 


"Oh for fucks sake, Chris, | am NOT doing that!" Blackie yelled and started walking down the hallway. | noticed 
Eric walking towards him from the corner of my eye, and Eric bumped right into him because he wasn't 
paying attention to where he was going when he spotted me. Blackie pushed him to the side yelling "Goddamnit, 
watch where the fuck you're going, bitch!" 


Eric pouted, slightly offended and whined, "Heyyy, l'm not a bitch!" 


Blackie ignored him completely and spoke to a backstage crew member about "we need more time, stop setting 
up for Tormentor." His order was swiftly put into effect and chaos started to ensue. People all around the 
hallway in yellow shirts started scrambling around and removing props from the main stage and bringing them 
back, | could already hear the crowd starting to ‘boo’. | swallowed thickly while | slowly approached Blackie 
drinking from a bottle of water. 


"Um... Blackie, is there anything | could do?" | spoke softly. Blackie stared down at me, which made my blood run 


cold. The look in his eye was pure anger, hatred, and something else | couldn't quite place a name with. 

"No, | don't need you." He whispered. | held my breath and tried one more time. 

"Are you sure you don't need anything? ls there anything | could do to-" | gasped while Blackie splashed me 
with the water from his bottle. My face and shirt was totally drenched, and then | watched him smile. My 


makeup ran down my face, and | felt utterly disappointed. 


“Actually... Yes." Blackie turned away from me, and yelled down the hallway. 


"EVERYBODY STOP WHAT YOURE DOING AND REASSEMBLE THE SET. | HAVE A REPLACEMENT" 


Blackie turned back to me and cocked his head to the side. "I'm gonna show you a performance. Get in that 


room. Blackie turned around and pointed me to the room he just emerged from talking to Chris. 


| swallowed and nodded, briskly walking to that room, and entering it with Blackie right behind me to close the 


door. 


"Go take your clothes off, all of them." Blackie walked to a chair and started getting himself ready in the 


mirror, changing clothes and fixing his makeup. 


"Um... okay.." | started peeling off my clothes and then more clothes were thrown at me- actually only a few 
pieces of clothing. | didn't wear underwear, so both Blackie and | were completely naked for the moment. | had 


to glance at him and admire his body. It was toned, tight, God-like and.. 
| hadn't realized it until it happened, but | stared at Blackie far too long, and he slapped me. 


"Goddamnit, Keifer, hurry the fuck up!" He yelled, and | squeaked and jumped into the small shiny black spandex 
briefs he threw at me. 


"Shit..." | whispered. “Blackie, what exactly is going on?" | looked up at him while he was lacing up his boots. He 


glanced at me and ignored my question. 


| sighed and looked at the second piece of clothing he handed me.. "A collar? Blackie, you gave me underwear 
and a collar? What the fuck is going on Blackie Lawless?" | spoke to him, slowly raising my voice. | quickly 


realized that was a really bad idea. 


He strolled over to me and grabbed me by the hair and pulled me up until | was standing on my toes. | winced 


and said ‘ow' a few times. 


"Look here Keifer. | don't need YOUR shit. | don't need YOUR shit excuse for a band, and | don't need YOUR shit 
excuse of an existence. | will show you a fucking performance, | will show you how you will perform onstage, 
and | will teach you a few fucking things- and don't you dare ever say | never did you a fucking favor." He 
growled at me. | bared my teeth and glared at him through the pain 


"Oh really? It looks like you fucking need me now! Fucking show me then! Show me the ways oh master of all 
things rock, for | am your humble servant!" 
Blackie finally let go of my hair, and | started to rub my head softly. Blackie adjusted his outfit and pointed at 


me. 


"Be ready in five minutes.. And by God if you fuck this up.. You will regret ever touching a guitar- ever." He 
growled at me before he left the room. | sighed and picked up the leather collar he threw at me earlier and 


wrapped it around my neck, buckling it loosely, but not too loosely. | glanced at myself in the mirror and smiled. 
| had to admit, | looked pretty damn good dressed like this. | fixed my hair up and figured if Blackie wanted me 


to do anything else, he would've told me so. | took a deep breath and slowly exited the room. 


From the hallway | could hear the crowd cheering outside. My emotions were torn between fear, and maybe 
slightly brave that | was able to help Blackie out. But | had no clue how this was going to go. Blackie didn't give 
me any further directions. | felt a tap on my shoulder and | quickly turned around, and it was part of the 
backstage crew, who grinned at me a little bit too boldly, and it made me a little nervous. 


"Ah... Tom Keifer? You have to go on the rack now, you're gonna be the.. the." The crew boy sneezed before 


he continued, 


"You're gonna get tortured!" He giggled and pointed ahead of me. "Go through there, there's people there to 
help you onl" 


My shoulders slumped and | rolled my eyes as | began to walk in the direction he pointed me to. There was a 


set of crewmembers waving at me, encouraging me forward, thankfully they were kind. 


"We'll get you used to this, don't worry, but first we gotta get you gagged and blindfolded" A female 
crewmember told me, holding a black piece of fabric and a red ball with a black rope running through it. | 
leaned over and she said "mouth open first", and | complied, and found the red rubber ball placed into my 
mouth while she tied the rope behind my head. This was the first time in my life that | wasn't allowed to 
speak. | heard a set of footsteps from behind me, and | stood up for a second and it was the members of my 
band. | wanted to say "hey guys", but | only groaned at them. 

Jeff immediately bursted out laughing at me, while | rolled my eyes, and Eric sighed. 


"Oh my God, Tom, what are you DOING?!" Fred exclaimed. 
"| groaned out a sound similar to ‘I don't know’, and he nodded at me and placed his hand on my bare shoulder. 


"You look good Tom. You got this. Just go out there and do your thing." Eric said. Another crewmember 
snorted and chuckled. 


"Honestly, he aint doing shit! Come on, we gotta get him blindfolded and up on the rack" 


| felt a piece of fabric slip over my eyes and it was being tied behind my head. The last thing | saw was my 
band, and honestly, that was pretty nice, and would probably help me keep my resolve later. 


| was being guided further and | felt a cooler breeze hit my skin, | knew | was onstage, but not entirely 
exposed yet. | was being told to step in places that was obviously taking me a few feet higher. | swallowed 
thickly, realizing | was going on the rack.. THE famous rack. A bigger part of me wanted to cut and run now, 
but something in my head just kept telling me that | could do this. It couldn't be that bad? Just stay strapped 
onto a rack, and don't freak out. | got this! 


| was told to relax my right leg so they could pull it to one side and tie it securely to the rack with my heel 
planted on a small platform, and then my arms were being pulled up and tied to the bars. Finally my left leg 
was tied to the rack and my heel rested on another small platform. After all this was done, | honestly felt 
comfortable in my position until the music started. The last orders the crew gave me was "good luck, and do 
whatever he tells you to.” | groaned softly and at that moment, | almost wanted to cry, wondering what the 


hell | was getting myself into. | was about to become Blackie Lawless’ victim... great. 


‘lm a lar and lm a cheat 

| have no morals and Im a thief 

Pillage and plunder, curse those who enter 
[am a killer and tormentor" 


| felt something that seemed like a curtain being dropped in front of me and | felt an extremely cool breeze. 
Hell, | was getting cold up here, and my nipples were hardening, and | think the whole crowd could see me, 
because | heard them roar even louder. Suddenly | felt a soft pat on my thigh. It must've been Blackie, and | 


knew it was him when | heard him sing Tormentor right in front of me. 
| felt my pulse start to speed up and | took a deep breath. Holy shit this is real?” | thought to myself. 


Suddenly | felt a soft whip against my chest, which snapped me out of my dazed moment. My body jerked each 
time, not knowing when to expect the next one. Even though he was whipping me lightly, each strike seemed to 
burn more and more. He stopped whipping me to sing more, and the crowd grew impossibly louder. They 
seemed to love it, and | hoped to God that | was doing a good job. 


"Im a simer, | kiss the breast 
| am a sadist that whps the flesh 
HI take the women, curse those who enter 


lam a killer and tormentor" 


Suddenly | sensed him climbing up from behind me and | felt something cold and metallic against my chest while 
he sang. 


"Lam the lord of liars 
And I command the force of Fire" 


| felt a stinging sensation across my chest as he ran the cold object against my skin. Was he cutting into my 
skin? | felt myself start to panic, but it took everything in me to stay still, until | felt the cold object across 
my throat, and his hand pulling my chin up while the band played on. | could feel him behind me, dressed 


scantily clad, but not nearly as much as myself, taunting the crowd. 


"Kill him or take him?" 


| took several deep breaths and groaned. He gave be a reassuring tap against my chin and brushed it lightly. All 
| wanted to do was run away and cry. In my head | could only think ‘please don't kill me, please don't kill me’, 
even though | wasn't really going to die. 


| felt him cut the strings that tied my wrists to the rack. He tapped my chin and whispered into my ear. 


"Lean into me, then get on your knees when | push you." | grunted at him while | felt him attach something to 
my collar, and then my feet were freed. | did just as | was ordered and leaned into him while he carried my 
limp body off the rack. For a moment, | felt my feet touch the floor, but then he pushed me. | fought the 
instinct to catch myself but | fell to the ground. | felt two tugs from the collar on my neck and moved my 
head in the direction it was in. Two more tugs came to me and | started crawling in that direction The band 


continued to play while he grabbed me by the hair and sing. 
"Tormentor." 


He let go of my hair and | felt another tug on my collar in a different direction. | groaned and started to crawl 
until | felt a boot press into the small of my back and push me down | collapsed under his boot and groaned. 
Goddamnit this is not part of the orignal performance, what the hell was he doing fo me? 


"Tormentor." 


| heard him laugh as the crowd cheered on. He moved his foot from off my back and | heard his footsteps 
before | felt him tug again. | assumed that was the signal for 'get up and move' again. | crawled as he tugged 
my forward to where | couldn't feel the breeze anymore. | sighed as | continued to feel tugging on my collar, 
and then | heard people to laugh. Now where the hell was he taking me? Was he taking me through the 
hallway? Could | get up so | could stop crawling on concrete? | groaned and bared the pain on my knees while | 
heard him say 'here' and then footsteps walked away. | heard a more familiar voice now that seemed to pity 


me. 


"Aww, Tommy is a pet now, aww. Come on, let's go to our room!" | felt more tugs on my collar and | complied, 
crawling behind the person leading me to a room. | was so glad my part was over for sure, because now | 
heard Blackie Lawless start to sing another song without me. | heard a door open and then more tugs on my 
collar where | slowly started to feel carpet, and | gave a happy sound, since | couldn't speak with a ball gag in 
my mouth. 


"You can take the blindfold and stuff off now, well, unless you LIKE it Tom." | heard another voice speak to me. 
| mentally sighed and sat on my behind while | first reached behind myself and untied the rope to the ball gag. 
| stretched my mouth and massaged it gently. 


"Oh my God, I'm finally free." | sighed and took off my blindfold when | realized | was in my band's dressing 
room, sitting next to Eric, who must've led me here because my leash was still in his hand. | blinked a few 


times and my thoughts started to move through my head. 


"Okay, first of all, what the hell just happened?" 


"| don't know, but you looked pretty damn good being Blackie's bitch out there!" Jeff Labar chuckled. | blinked 


again and slumped against the wall. 


Eric leaned down and detached the leash from the collar on my neck and he stood up. "I guess | should've taken 


that off earlier, haha" 
"Yeah... probably." | whispered. 


"Nah, I'm sure Eric LOVED taking you backstage on a leash, | think that's the best you've looked in a while!" 
Jeff noted. 


"Yeah, you should do that more often, that was pretty hot!" Fred said before he stood up and left the room, 
and Jeff quickly followed. 


"Gotta go stretch my legs, see you later.. Bitch, and Master Eric." Jeff gave a half-hearted salute to Eric, and 
then brushed his hand across my face, and | shook my head away. They left the room and | stood there in 
silence with Eric, gently biting my lip. 


Eric leaned down and sat on the floor with me and leaned over towards my neck. "Did ya want to take the 
collar off now?" 

| sighed and | slowly nodded, leaning in towards him while he unbuckled the collar from my neck and sat it on 
the floor. | suddenly felt my face turn red and emotions flood my eyes, and | wasn't able to pull away fast 
enough before a tear dropped onto his leg. 


"Huh, what's that? Oh.. Tom, are you okay?" Eric whispered to me and put a hand on my shoulder, and | 


instinctively wrapped my arms around his torso and cried into his chest. 
"Shh, shh... it's okay Tom. You did great. I'm sorry, that was probably so weird for you. But you did great" 
"| don't know how to feel anymore!" | sobbed harder and clenched onto his shirt a little more. 


"Is okay Tom, I'm here for you. Take your time." Eric said while | took a deep breath and continued to cry for 


a while. 


| Can't 
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| finished crying and | groaned when | realized my face was wet and sticky with tears and saliva. Eric gently 
rocked me back and forth like a baby while | cried into his chest, mumbling incoherently. | looked up at him and 


once | licked my lips and found my voice | whispered to him. 
"Eric, what did | do to deserve this? Is this what | get for trying so hard? Am | that pitiful?" 


Eric smiled and looked down at me. "No Tom. No. You don't deserve it. Just.. try not to take it too hard. I'm 
sure he doesn't think THAT badly of you. He can't possibly think that low of anyone... that would be bad. It was 


a great show, and I'm sure Blackie is really grateful.. Even though he won't say it immediately.” 


| let out a sigh and slowly sat myself up on the floor. "Why does he have to be so complicated? Can't he just 
be straightforward?" | groaned. 


‘Isn't that the problem, Tom? Is that he's too honest?" Eric asked. | smacked my hand against the floor, 
cussing loudly. 


"Damnit, why can't he just stop being stupid for once and tell me what he wants!" | yelled, and then | heard a 
knock on the door. "Fuck! Who is it?" 


A few seconds passed before | heard a reply. "It's me, Blackie. | came to talk to you, Tom." 


| groaned and pivoted around on my behind to face the door. "Come back some other time, | don't wanna talk to 


you right-MMPH!" 


Eric smacked his hand over my mouth and he immediately stood up. "You should talk to him. You're getting 
what you asked for. I'll be right outside if anything happens." 


| sat there speechless while Eric pulled his hand away from my mouth and stood up. | scooted back an extra 


foot away from the door and watched him open the door and signal for Blackie to go inside. 


"He's in there, he was just having a moment. He'll be okay." Eric said. Blackie said a polite ‘thank you' and 
entered the room, gently closing the door behind him. He leaned his back against the door and looked down at 
me, only dressed in my pitiful "shorts", with a pitiful look on my face, looking for the right pitiful words, and 


having to face this man who manages to terrorize everything | do with words alone. No words were spoken 


between us for a few seconds, and he just stood there, staring at my tear stained face. 


"Having a moment, Hmm?" Blackie said, crossing his arms and raising an eyebrow. | quickly stood up and walked 
over to one of the mirrors by the table and leaned my palms onto the table pretending to stare down the 


mirror. 


"Nope, I'm fine, | was just upset." | spoke as frankly as possible, and | hoped that he would be able to get the 
hint. 


"What were you so upset about that you didn't want to see me?" | heard him push himself away from the 
door and slowly walk towards me. | shifted my weight from one bent leg to the other and then backed away 
and faced him with my arms crossed when Blackie got too close. He immediately stopped and took one step 


back, giving me a confused look. 
"Tom, what's wrong?" 


"What's wrong? What's wrong? Let me tell you what's wrong!" | pointed at Blackie and started pouring my 
feelings out to him. 


"Everything was so wrong! You humiliated me out there! You fucking humiliated me and made me look like shit! 
You made me look like a goddamn fool and- Shit! | don't even know what to think of you anymore! | don't even 


know if | want to know you anymore! | don't even know if | want to finish this tour, I'm fucking done!" 


| finished my rant by slamming my hand down on the nearby table, and then | leaned over and ripped off the 
"short shorts" | wore and threw them at Blackie and they landed on his shoulder. He flinched slightly and stood 
there silently, looking nearly offended. | pressed my lips together and groaned, turning away from him realizing 


that | was fully naked in front of Blackie, and pissed off at him- like hell | was about to give him a good view. 


| had a better thought run through my head while | walked to the pile of clothing at the end of the room, and 
| smiled to myself, and leaned over at a full angle to show off my behind while | grabbed my robe. | heard him 
take a deep breath, and | smiled smugly to myself once again. ‘Take that, bitch, you cant have this either! 


| swung the robe over my shoulders and slipped it on, and once | was ready to tie it closed, | felt a warm 
chest against my back, and arms wrapping around my waist. My limbs immediately froze up once | felt 
Blackie's chin rest on my shoulder. 

‘lm sorry." 

For some reason, those two words coming out of him shook me to the core, and somehow | wasn't pissed at 
him anymore. | took a deep breath and started to blink a few tears away from my eyes. ‘Why am I starting to 
cry? | shouldnt be crying over this, he should be crying! Not me! Why do | feel like this? 


"I'm so sorry. | didn't know you felt that way. Please don't leave..us. Don't leave the tour." | heard him take a 


few deep breaths and then slowly pull away from me. It must have been instinct that made me grab his arms 


and pull them closer to me, while | sniffed back a few tears. 


"Please, don't hurt me anymore. Stop hurting me, that's all. | want to be friends, | don't want to hate you." | 
whispered. A few tears strayed from my eyes and | mentally cursed myself for being too weak to hold my 
emotions back. Blackie must have felt one hit him because his chin was still resting on my shoulder and he 
slowly pulled his head away, then turned me towards him by his hands still wrapped around my waist. He 
looked into my eyes for a moment, and | took this opportunity to look into his- | saw some concern, and even 
though his eyes were as light as mine, they felt so dark and shadowed. Those eyes have probably seen more 
things than | have, but by God they were beautiful. 


| was sucked into him for good the moment his pressed his lips to mine, seconds later, we were both lost in 
feeling, twirling tongues in each other's mouths, exchanging fluids, creating a bond, breathing the same air. My 
initial reaction was to grab tighter onto him and not let go. Some deeper part of my being -needed- this man 


in my arms. He was dark, enigmatic, well spoken, gentle, firm... 
Blackie was all | needed in this moment. | needed someone like him to love me- | needed him to love me. 


"Please." | whispered. | pulled my hands off of him briefly to shrug off my robe. He took off his own shirt and 
arm coverings and tossed the items aside and began working his magic on my neck with his tongue and lips. | 
exhaled as | felt a tingling sensation run through my body and a heat in my groin started to stir. | reached 
down and grabbed his belt and undid it. Blackie didn't have any difficult pants to take off, and he paused to let 


me get his leggings down, his erection was presented to me fully, especially because he didn't wear underwear. 


Blackie moved quickly to go back to kissing my lips while he backed me up against the nearby wall and start 
stroking my cock. | moaned into his mouth and my hands were grabbing and squeezing all over him. For the 
most part his hands were soft- but slightly rough on the tips from playing guitar and bass, so it provided a 
really unique sensation on my skin. He pulled away from kissing me and reached back to squeeze my behind. | 


gave a playful yelp and smiled at him. 


"Um... did you want?" Blackie gestured to the table on the opposite side of the room, but before | went over 
there completely, | guised Blackie around so that his back was facing the wall, while | expertly dropped to my 
knees in front of him. | gave him a show while he looked down, and | slid the palms of my hands up his thighs, 
and grabbed his engorged member between both of my hands. | smiled as | stuck my tongue out and licked the 
tip of his cock where the first drop of pre-cum had already accumulated. Blackie tilted his head back and 
started whispering obscenities into the air. | smile to myself thinking this was the way to go, and so | sucked 
down the tip, and slowly made my way down the entire shaft, his cock rubbing against the back of my throat. 


His cock was average length, but it was thick.. exciting. 


"Fuck, yes Tom." Blackie moaned ad he gently thrust into my mouth. Thankfully, not having much of a gag 
reflex allows me to incredible maneuvers like having my mouth fucked. | let him thrust into my mouth a little 
more until | pulled off of him and gave it a final lick, making Blackie shiver and grin. | wondered how much he's 


used To having a "royal treatment". 


| stood up and stroked him a few more times before | went over to the opposite side of the room and leaned 
over on the desk with my palms planted down, my ass poised high for him. He strolled over to me and gave 
my ass a few light smacks before licking his finger and sticking one in. | bit my lips and bucked back against 
him while he thrust the first finger in and out of me. Then Blackie stuck a second one in, then a third, 
stretching me out like how l'm usually stretched out. But his cock was relatively thick.. | hope it wouldn't hurt 
too much. | felt him stick fourth one in and | winced and took a deep breath. He didn't move until he saw me 
relax, and then he started moving all four fingers in and out of me. | breathed deeply until the pain subsided 
and then | bucked against his fingers, literally fucking myself on them. | accidentally stole a glance up at the 
mirror in front of us, and | saw him smiling while he fingered me. | leaned my head back down and smiled- | 


was glad he enjoyed the view. 


He slowly slipped his fingers out of me and replaced them with his hard cock. Once | felt the head slip in, | 
gasped and let out an involuntary, long, drawn out moan. | bit my lips and relaxed my limbs while he slid his 
cock all the way in, and he was balls deep inside of me. All | wanted for him to do was start fucking me, but | 
figured our first time in the dressing room should be at least memorable. | turned my head around to peek at 


him, and | swung my hair out of my face, and | whispered to him. 


"Please don't hurt me..." 


